"I know, I know. . , . It's something quite different," said
Gerbier.

"It's the first time I've done this kind of thing, you under-
stand," Lemasque went on.

"It's the first time for us, too" said Gerbier. "I guess it shows."

He looked at Paul Dounat, who had pulled himself together
a little. His weakness had vanished, and so had the image of
Fran^oise, The last age of the world had come.

The door opened.

"God-damned house," said Felix, his hands empty.

He looked very tired, and his eyes travelled all around the room,
but avoiding the spot where Dounat stood.

"It occurred to me," Felix went on huskily, "it occurred to me
that perhaps we'd do better to leave him here till to-night, till
the Bison comes."

"No," said Gerbier. "We're all very busy, and besides I want
to report to the chief that the matter has been closed."

"Norn de Duu de nom de Dieu^ we can't smash in his skull with
the revolver-butt, after all," said Felix.

Paul Dounat at this moment made his first spontaneous move-
ment He beat his arms feebly and placed his open palms before
his face. Gerbier realised to what extent Dounat feared physical
suffering

"Much more than death," thought Gerbier. "That's the way
the police were able to force him to betray."

Gerbier said to Felix,

"Put a gag on him."

When Felix had stuffed his thick checked handkerchief into
Dounat's mouth and Dounat had fallen on the mattress, Gerbier
said distinctly,

"Strangle him."

"With ... our hands? . . ." Felix asked.

"No," said Gerbier, "there is a dish-towel in the kitchen, which
will do very well."

Lemasque began to pace the room. He did not notice that he
was pulling so hard on his fingers that the joints cracked. Suddenly
he stopped his ears. The little girl in the next-door house was
beginning to sing again. His facial expression was such that
Gerbier was afraid he was going to give way to a nervousf fit. He
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